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THE ELECTRIC BELT AGAIN. 

We all have opportunities offered us at some period of our life. The great secret ts to seize them at the proper moment. Papa has had heaps presented 
to him in the past, but hus generally grasped them too prematurely. This time, though, I think he has succeeded. Mr. Harness having temporarily retired 
Jrom business, and the demand for electric belts being as great as ever, Papa has wetyhed in with a patent of his own. Uncle Boffin says he has never Leen 
comfortable since wearing it. Testimonials of a like character are pouring in by every post, and a raid on ‘ The Sloperies’ is expected daily.’’—Toorsiz. 


THE THREE CARDINAL VIRTUES.—(From a Pessimist’s Point of View.) CAIN AND ABEL. 


—_——— 


Sin JoUN DINELEY GOODERE succeeded his father, Sir 
Kdward, in the possession of an estate near Nvesham, worth 
#3000 a year. He married the daughter of a merchant, and 
received a marriage portion of £20,000; but the union was 
not a happy one, for the husband was brutal in his manners, 
and the wife anything but faithful, the result being that he 
sued for a divorce, though without success. 

Sir John having no children, his brother, Captain Samuel 
Goodere, a sailor, formed very sanguine expectations of 
ultimately possessing the estate; but tinding that Sir John 
had cut off the entail in favour of his sister's children, he 
sought the means of a diabolical revenge. While the cap- 
tain’s ship lay in the port of Bristol, Sir John came to that 
city on business; and being engaged to dine with an 
attorney named Smith, the captain prevailed on the latter 
tu allow him to be one of the party, under pretence of being 
reconciled to his brother. Mr. Smith gladly consented, and 
used his best efforts to bring abuut the reconciliation with 
apparent success, 4 : 

The captain, meanwhile, having formed his plans, had 
brought some sailors on shore with him, and left them at a 
public-house in waitins to seize the baronet in the evening. 
é Accordingly, when the company broke up, the captain 
Hore. CuATUITY, walked with his brother through the streets, and when they 


Farin. ; fi 
» irl w , = , y ing to Giving a blind man a free ticket of almission to a fi A jit ‘ 
u Sg Ue eee ee bet esi ade eas ars ee pte OP Er enien ven tare tured ta See magiocnatere entertainment, and chuckling us be came opposite the public-house In question, the seamen 
tty aa qe oom you are the fret mau who kun: A's” has produced a’ thousand per cent. profit. innocently accepts it, rushed vut, scized Sir Juhn, and carried him to their boat. 
n 
“f: 
¥ NS me eee gt terht 5 . <i — =f eT a — es = 


ae i : 
| alll itt 8 OE | a tis ntti ty 


F pit” mer on 
<i, \ ” ork ' - D9 hea AEP gps, LIBS 49 


362 


Some persons, who witnessed the outrage, would have rescued the 
unfortunate gentleman ; but the captain telling them he was a 
deserter, and the darkness of the night preventing them from 
judging by his appearance, this violent scene was allowed to pass 
unobstructed. 

As soon as the victim was put on board the ship, he appealed to 
the seamen for help; but the captain put a stop to any efforts that 
might have been made to assist him, by saying he was a lunatic, 
and brought on beard to prevent his committing suicide. 

The captain's accomplices, two men, called White and Mahony, 
conveyed Sir Juhn to the purser's cabin, the door of which the 
captain guarded with a drawn sword, while the other villains 
attempted to strangle their prisoner witha hankerchief they found 
in his pocket, the wretched victim all the time crying out, “ Mur- 
der!” or beseeching them not to kill him, and offering all he 
possessed in exchange for his life. 

As they could not strangle him with the handkerchief, the cap- 
tain gave them a cord, with which Mahony dispatched him, while 
White held his hands and trod on his stomach, The captain now 
retired to his cabin ; and the murder being committed, the perpe- 
trators of it went tohim and told him the deed was done, on which 
he gave them money, and bade them seek their safety in flight. 

The attorney, with whom the brothers had dined, having heard 
of a murder, and reflecting on what was within his knowledge, 
went to the Mayor of Bristol, who issued his warrant to the water 
bailiff, and he, going on board, found that the captain had been 
locked in his cabin by those not concerned in the crime. 

The offender, being brought on shore, was committed to prison. 
and Mahony and White being taken a few hours later, were odged 
in the same place. At the next sessions, in March, 1741, the three 
were brought to trial, and being convicted on the fullest evidence, 
received sentence of death. 

Captain Goodere's wife and daughter, dressed in deep mourning, 
took leave of him on the day before his death. He went in a 
mourning coach to the place of execution, to which his accomplices 
were conveyed inacart. They were hanged near the Hot Wells, 
in Bristol, on April 20th, 1741, within view of the place where the 
ship lay when the murder took place. 

e ° * * ° e 
LAITEST FROM THE MONGRELRIES, 
me an billinm av forgave ole boftin. 
we feel better now, an av add jam for tee. 
(Next week,“ A Lordly Iuffian.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
ghaald inclose a stamped envelope seige enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Quite impossible, A READER ; It would never do at all, Pleased 
to see you, ARCHIE BAKER, Any time you care to call, Send along 
the application; It shall be considere d, PRUE. Jt can make but 
little diffrence, FRIEND OF SLOPER'S, tf you do, Under any cir- 
cumstances, You should be more careful, Nick. Thanks for kind 
inquiry, HAROLD—ALLY'S fairly up-to-Dick, Very sorry, B1GGs, 
we cannot Use your little sketches now. Thanks gs letter, ¥. H. 
Witmor. Will you kindly tell we how? Quite another matter, 
PARKER. Glad you like it, F.8. D. That's the style, A COUNTRY 
Cousin, ALLY always likes to see, Sorry, FBS, we cannot tell you. 
Thanks for priceless relic, DELP. Where's the difference, M1ss 
ARCHER ; You can alovays please yourself, 

—~— 


“ALLY SLOPER'’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Furwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 months, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps vr P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Weekly Contents Bille and Show Cards will be sent post free to 
Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 
NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Wl be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Railway Accident to The Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tesue of “ ALLY SLOPER’8 HALrF- 
Hovipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER’8 HALF-HOLIDAY” és published throughout the 
United Kingdom ecery Wednesday afternoon at 1 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 1 o'clock the 
Solluwing Wednesday afternovn, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
gees 
Blue, Were you at the funeral yesterday ? 
Slack. Yes; but 1 didn’t see Funker there. 
Blue. Oh, no! He never goes. He hates funerals. Ie wouldn't 
go to his own if he wasn't bound to, 


* 

The Fricolous One. 1 wonder why a street row is called a 
bobbery ? 

The Theosophical One, The reason is obvious. Because it is so 
frequently either caused or increased by the bobby—*" bobbyrow— 
bobberow—bobbery.” <*s 

s 


Chummy. What on earth made you marry her? 
The Victim (sotto voce). Hush ! She did. 


s 
A, Mave you heard that Dr. Quackly is just dead? 
Jt. Yes; his adinirers are going to build a marble tomb for him. 
al, Are they?) A brass one would be more uppropriaic. 
s 
“Pray, does my question fog you, sir?” 
The stern BO DOlNBatar cried. 
“Oh, no, sir! but the answer docs,” 
The brilliant youth replied. 


s 
Tupper. Uhear they've got cholera in Westminster, 
Jupper, They've got worse than that, 
Lupper, Lor !—what's that? 
Jupper, The House of Commons, 


* 

Young Lady Visitor (enthusiastic over new baby). Oh, you dear, 
darling little pet! What a perfect Picts Just like a little 
angel. Isn't she a perfect work of Art! 

Old Nurse. No, wiss ; she's a work of nature, 


s 
Fualing. 1 thought that young Lushington was going to leave off 
the booze? 
Buster. Yes, that's right. 
Fusling. Well, he had seventeen glasses of grog last night, tomy 
knowledge. 
Buster. Oh, well. of course, he’s breaking off by degrees, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 499,.—The “Turkish Sultan” Costume, 


“ As there is only my husband and my- 
self in family you ought to come for less 
than you ask. There are ouly two 
sons to cook for.” “But, mum, wi 
O'im wid ye there'll be three.” 


THE TABLES TURNED. 
FOOTBALL: The way in which it will be played in the ncar future. 


Vestryman Blubbley says his “great 
trouble is ‘e can't get so near the wittles 
at the Westry dinners now on account 
of ‘is Hembong point.” it, too. 


ry 


“That bootmaker said these would 
wear right enough, They're doing 


(Saturday, November 18, 1893, 


Visitor, Oh, ! I think baby i ik 

Nagedat. She ‘our eyes, and Sain Pie llvclaaoeh ahs te 
there is something about her little mouth that reminds m rf 
wits 3 res waar ty cee her mother's jaw. etal 
ale Nagy \oreres 'y). oe anes help the unfortuns:. 
s 


HE may be a champion hand at kidding, but when he « 
home with a black eye, a battered hat, two Pound woke ee 
silver, and a ket full of cigar ends and billiard chalks, sini. 
voucher for the promenade at the Empire, it takes all a mai’... 
carl somes (6 convince his old Dutch that he's “1... 

\ vegetarian banquet, or ta’ y plute ay 
meeting of the Church Missionary Bartel ee ees 
s 


3 but 
you; 


Scot ! how he roars at hi jest, 
The feeble-witted man : en 
It's just as well, because he's oft 
The only one who, can, 


Freie seta) me see, “ Yankee Boodle "is the American Nationa! 


a Mace Oh, no! They've alee it. The cyclone is the nation! 
s 


Miss Passe, Yes, that is a portrait of me when I 2 
Visitor, Dear, dear, how very interesting ; but, do get nee: 
1 don't think the old-fashioned dresses they wore in those i, 
becoming to anyone. A se the tdiot can't make ous 
what caused her sudden coldness, 


were 


s 
Sni; . How is it that such a terribl é H ts 
invited to all these Society functions? ise labewes ih 
. Well, you ificati 
toe pec Bahn we OW, & — must have some qualifications 
s 


On Fifth of November. 

Grumbleton (to his wife, who A warning the children in the next 
garden). Why on earth do you keep worrying those wretched kius } 
Why don't you leave them alone? i. 
piss Le Grumbleton. If they don’t take care they'll be blown inty 

8 


Grumbleton. Quite 80. Then why don’t you leave them alonv? 
ss 


s 

Jones, How on earth did you manage to offend Smith? 

Fielder, Offend him? 1 don't know, I’m sure. Wh 7 I've only 
met the man once, and, if I remember rightly, 1 gave him a ciz:;, 
and—— 

Jones. Gave him a cigar! Ah, that accounts for it! 

ss 


s 
Mr. Spoofer (looking up from news; ). What do you think 
my dear? A tramp was Tend dead fae ditch the hie day, and 
on him was discovered a thirty years’ accumulation—— 7 
Mrs. Spoofer (eagerly . Yes, yes! Of gold? 
Mr. Spoofer. No, darling—of dirt. 


ss 
I CALL her Jessamine, although 
Her name is Maud Marie. 
The reason? well, she’s sworn, you knuw 
To always cling, to me! 


® 
A SPORTING paper states that a well-known nobleman recently 
— be pad - ot calebt be toa oeie prize ae ed think 
ie was q ight; it m ve got very serious ged i 
an affair of that sort. s sa of renee 
s 


ScENE—Theatre. 
Yankee Spectator. What a funny accent that actor is speakin: 
with ; to which of your English counties is that peculiar? 
Britisher, That? Why, don’t you see the man’s supposed to br 
a New Yorker? That's the American accent. 
Yankee Spectator. Is it? Oh, thanks! 
ss 


* 
Overheard Outside Exeter Hall, in the Strand, 

Persistent Touter. Do come in, my friend. Lecture for gentle- 
men only. 
_ The Scoffer, I couldn't think of it, really. Do you know I make 
it a rule never to go to any place where I could not take my wile! 

[And yet the lamppost did not fall upon iw, 
os. 


* 

Mamma (explaining why Daddy does what she aishes in pre- 
Serence to what Tummy desires). But, dear, you must remember 
that 1 have known daddy longer than you hive. 

Tommy. How’s that, mamma? You didn’t know him till you 
was grown up, while I've known him all my life. 

ss 


* 
Maud. It’s all over between Dolly and Jack Dashway, do you 
kuow, dear? 
Laura, Indeed? Did they quarrel ? 
Maud. Well, not exactly. He gave her one of her photographs 
he'd taken with his new camera. 


s 

Patient. I want to have this tooth out. : 

Punctilious Dentist. 1 don’t believe you do, my friend. You 
may want to rid of the toothache, and you're obliged tu have it 
out, but you don’t want—— : 

Patient. I'm not obliged to let you pull it out, anyhow; so I'l! 
go to the man over the way. Good morning. 

ss 


s 
Customer. But if you don't make presentation dresses, why 
call yourself a Court dressmaker? 
fladame Furbelowe. Well, you see, 1 have to County Court most 
of my customers before they pay. 
ss 


s 
Young Sharpshina, Dad, what makes wool shrink? ; 
Old Sharpshins. Eh? Why—oh—er—er—you see—cer—er—Ah ! 
Why, of course, wool is obtained from the sheep, the most nervou> 
of animals, and so is naturally of a shrinking disposition. 


* 
THOUGH weakly the cheesemonger be, 
You will admit we're right 
In our assertion here, that he 
Is quitea man of mite. 


“ An!” said the self-made man, provaly, “T soon forged my way 
to the front. ‘ Indeed,” said one of his listeners ; “I always knew 
hie made your money by some shady transactions, but I didnt 

know you went in for anything like that. Didn't you ever set 
found out?” *\* 

De Lusher. Fairly gave myself away this afternoon, old chap. 
confound it! 

Pal. Indeed! : 

De Lusher. Yes; went to call on my siancée after a mornin< 
with the boys, and she showed me a landscape she was painting. 

Pal. Did you see two! oe 5 

De Lusher. Worse than that. 1 mistook a cow in it for a who! 
herd. She chucked me, old chap—fairly chucked me! 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny. 


LARKS! 
Just Out. Sixteen Pages. One Penny. 


‘““CHRISTMAS' LARKS.”’’ 


Saturday, November 18, 1893.) 


TOOTSIE AT THE ALHAMBRA. 


—~— 


THERE have been Learned Pigs! 

Four years after the lamented demise of George, the Finest 
Gentleman in Europe, “the Unrivalled Chinese Swinish Philoxoe 
pher, Toby, 
the Rea 
Learned 
Pig,” was to 
the fore. 

There have 
been stage. 
struck mon- 
keys, too, 
Evelyn, 
writing in 
166), says, “I 
saw in South. 
wark, at St. 
Margaret's 
Fair, monk- 
eys and apes 
dance, and 
do other 
feats of act- 
ivity on the 
high rope; 
they turned 
heels over 
head with a 
basket hav. 
ing eggs in 
it, without 
breaking anr 
—also, wit 
lighted can- 
dies in their 
hands and on 
their heads, 
without ex- 
tinguishing 
them, and 
with vessuls 
containing real water, without spilling single drop.” 

You see, therefore, that monkey training is of old date, but it is 
doubtful whether many monkeys have existed possessing the 
ability of the Alhambra baboon, who, with his friend, the donkey, 
are drawing big houses nightly. Most certainly Mr. Mike's 
equestrian performances are very remarkable, and cause surprise 
and laughter ; and his show is a thing that should not be missed. 

A very agreeable feature of the Aikaeaben peogrsace is Mr. R. 
Il. Douglass’s melodrama in ten mini in which, with mu-h 
pleasant patter, he brings in the dear old familiar melodramatic 
types, the everlastingly persecuted heroine, the eras up-to-rescrie- 
time hero, the hoary-headed, heavy father and the villain, who 
dissembles and smoulders, It is all funny, and not a bit vulgar, 


Fidelia. 


CALYPso, 


FIDELIA, 


W. STANTON. G. Lupino, 


Mr. George Medley gives his clever imitations of “star artistes.” 
Miss Amy Lyster wears the very prettiest of frocks, and introduces 
us toa series of quite up-to-date girls, Another great favourite is 
Miss Fanny Robina. : on : 

Of course, the two big ballets occupy their relative positions in 
the programme. The visitors to the Alhambra must have .their 
ballet, and plenty of it, and have had for years and years and years, 
Why, there must be Alhambra ballet girls who are great-grand- 
mothers, The ballets of the past, however, were not, as 2 whole, 
as amusing as those nowin fashion. The introduction of the comic 
clement has been a happy thought. In Fidelia, Mr. George Lupino 
and Mr, Walter Stanton have an awfully comic scene. | The giant 
rooster still has his flutter, and Mr. Moe helps him loyally, 

aud it is as fresh and funny 
as ever to see the little real 
bird gain a victory over the 
big one, and proclaim the 
same with a_ resonant 
“ Cock-a-doodle-do.” The 
Demon Doctor is also a capi- 
tal character, as are also 
those of Fideliaand Calypso. 

Chicago still holds its 
own, and, in some respects, 
is-better than when I first 
saw it. The Almontis, as 
mashers, made me reg 
awfully. They are lively 
loose - limbed boys. The 
“Apotheosis of Universal 
Peace,” preceded by a 
cavalcade of the principal 
nations of the world, is re- 
ceived with the loudest ap- 
plause every night, and 
seems 60 much to the taste 
of the audience that Chi- 
cago looks likely to remain 
in’ the bill for weeks to 
come. Those who did not 
cross the water to visit 
that—by all accounts, most 
unpleasant — city will do 
well to sample the handier 
Chic in Leicester Square. 
On the same principle 
Tottie, Lardi and 1, with 
the aid of Brock and Pain, 
put Chicago's gorgeous 
}rrotechnical displays in the shade by our colossal Back Garden 

Soom, Thousands of the unemployed, Battersea way, crowded the 
thoroughfares, and one brought back an empty squib case to ask 
if there was anything on it. Poor Pa, on the top of a flight of steps 
With a triangle wheel on his coat-tail, fetched tears to all eyes. 


Fidelia, 
Tur DEMuN DocToR, 


WS mee ee 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


MASTER TOMMY'S “AT HOME.” 


THE wind howled and blew the dead leaves boisterously round 
the corner of the square, and the wertherbeaten old watchman, 
having put the covers over the steam roller for the night, began 
banking up his coke fire in the old pail prior to trimming his red 
lamps for the long winter evening, pete longer night—not that 
watchmen find it Jong, for they are all philosophers in their own 
little way. 

Just then Master Tommy came round the corner. He was a 
bright and healthy boy of eight.and during the four days that the 
road menders had been there he had already cultivated an acquaint- 
ance with them, 

“ Hullo, daddy,” he cried, catching sight of the old man, “ I'm 
going home.” 

“Oh, are ye, Master Tommy ; an’ where have ye been—to a bon- 
fire party ?* 

“No, that Lain't. Par wouldn't let me go to no bonfire this Guy 
Fawkes, ‘cos I got an ‘ole burnt in my suit hus’ vear; but we had 
some fun, me an’ Billie Spooucr—we got up an ‘ At Home for Cats’ 
on Lor’ Mayor's night.” 

“Oh!” 


“Yes; y'see, mar had made some beef tea for my little sister 
Rosie, ‘vos she ain't well, and they'd laid all the meat. after strain- 
in’ off the ‘tea, out on the garden winder sill, ‘Won't that draw 
the cats,’ thinks I.and so it did. There was Mrs, Jollitter's big red 
tom, and Mrs. Smitherwick’s brindle Bob, and Mrs. Johnson's grey 
Snowball, and a white cat from River Gardens, and a speckled cat 
from the public-house, and a bobtail black cat that wandered in 
and belonged to nobody. Billy Spooner was allowed in to keep me 
company, and the night was pretty light. So 1 ses, ‘ Bill, let's give 
acats * At Home,”’ 1 xays,and Bill says, ‘All right; but what can 
we give ‘em to eat?’ Then | told him to wait. There was that 
beef tea meat on the winder sill, and I caught the bobtail black a- 
browsing on it, as it were, so I gets a pan of milk and some bread, 
and we mixed it all up like a sort of beef-tea-meat-milk-Irish-stoo, 
and serves it out in dollops, ‘cause there was a heap of cats to be 
invited. Then, without sayin’ anythink to Billie, I goes upstairs 
to a cupboard shelf I knows of, where there was a crowd o° medi- 
cine bottles and some strichnin’ for rats. The strichnin’ was what 
I was after, and I got it. Then I sprinkled it all over the dollops 
o’ food—Tom Plummer's Patent Cat Food I called it—and set ‘em 
along the garden walk like plates along a table. Then we got 
behind the henhouse and watched for the invited guests to come 
in. The tirst one to turn up was Mrs. Johnson's grey Snowball, 
who sat on the top o’ the waterin’ pee and sang a little ballad. 
Then Mrs. Smitherwick’s brindle Bob crawled over the wall and 
chirrup a little, too. It wasn't long before we heard Mrs. Jol- 
liffer’s big old tom comin’ round the house, exchanging the civili- 
ties of the evenin’ with the company ; and then the white cat from 
River Gardens wandered in at the gate, and the speckled cat from 
the public-house shied in, as it were, and sat down. Then we saw 
the bobtail black, what didn't belong to nobody, comin’ across the 
walls in the moonlight. Then they started lickin’ the supper, and 
our cat—I would have kep’ him out of it, but him and me had a 
dispute a week ago and he clawed me right down the cheek— 
joined in. Oh my! and then didn’t the fun commence! The old 

pbtail black jumped up and yelled ‘Oh, Mari-ar!’ seventeen 
times right off the reel ; then we heard a tusslin’ round the hen- 
house, and there was Mrs. Smitherwick's brindle curled up like a 
snail and yellin’ like houses afire, and Mrs, Johnson's grey Snow- 
ball was over in the corner jumpin’ up into the air and circling 
round with a tail on him likea table leg. But you oughter have 
seen the big red! He went round our garden like a cartwheel, and 
every time he passed the speckled cat from the public-house she 
knocked him over. The white cat was inamongst the wet 

eraniums yellin’ for pe and our cat was on the cistern callin’ 
i water, and then——well, I ‘eard the scullery door open, and par 
asking what the Henry Arthur Jones the matter was? so me and 
Bill, Tike the redskin, laid low. And”"—he rubbed his hands 
cheerily over the watchman’s bucket of fire—“there was thirteen 
cats missin’ from their ’omes on the Friday mornin’ !” 


—eE——E 


A WOMAN’S WAY. 


SHE reads it up, she reads it down ; 
She reads it crosswise, too ; 

She reads it near, she reads it far ; 
She reads it through and through. 


She takes it up, she puts it down ; 
She looks around in doubt ; 

She hums, she drums, she sighs, she starts; 
Her lips begin to pout. 


The waiter stands with sphinx-like stare 
For hours, it seems to me. 

And then—she says she thinks she'll have 
A cup of nice hot tea. 


—— 


PUTTING HER HAT ON. 


THIS is not for boys. Young men, elderly men, and fossils, did 
‘ou ever fix your gaze on a girl when she was voting her hat on? 
o? Well, then, you've missed a treat. Man, you now, simply 
crams on his hard, relentless beaver with as little consideration as 
one would squash down an extinguisher on a rushlight. But, 
with a girl, how different! When she puts on a hat or a 
bounet a poem is created, a picture is called into being, music is 
brought back to earth, the very atmosphere is saturated with 
sweet sounds, en 
She brings forth a bandbox—a bandbox of striped black and 
gold—sets it gently down upon a chair and removes the lid. She 
reaches down into the cavernous interior and draws forth, very 
tenderly, a little insigniticant heterogeneous affair that courtes: 
calls a bonnet. To the male eye it looks like a ha’porth of blac: 
beads and twopennorth of mauve velvet, held together by a bit of 
wire off a soda-water bottle; but wait a bit. She advances 
towards the looking-glass, holding the delicate trifle towards her, 
after the manner that the well-trained and careful cook carries a 
tin full of embryo Yorkshire pudding. up to the very brim, to the 
yawning oven. Arrived at the looking-glass, she releases one ear 
of the bonnet, and, with the disengaged hand, deftly brushes her 
front curls with her nimble agg ext she raises theairy noth- 
ing aloft. Her chin protrudes, her hand oscillates ; she cranes her 
neck and bunches her shoulders, while sheadjusts the bonnet spon 
the top of her wool, and then allows it to settle down carefully— 
oh, so carefully !—upon its hirsute couch. It is now exactly where 
it should be. There is no guesswork about it. Up goes her 
rounded chin, and a Jong slender pin is thrust remorselessly 
through her medulla vbiongata, its cruel point, naked and un- 
guarded, protruding from the thither side, a warning to all whom 
it may concern that no trespassers are allowed upon those 
premises, 
: And now that her hat or bonnet ia upon her head, and her head 
is within her hat or bonnet, who shall say that all this time and 
attention have been wasted? No; such eye-enchanting, soul- 
inspiring results justify any and all means necessary to bring them 
about, 


Ewery Thursday. Ome Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


Ready December 14th. One Halfpenny. 


“CHRISTMAS QUIPS.” 
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THAT FATAL KODAK. 


_——e- 


He was a good youth, and an attractive one. He wore an 
engaging smile, aud iad a love of a moustache, and it) was 
attractions 
like these thet 
had made hin 
the benu-ide.! 
of Sarah Maria 
Martlet. 

Sarah Maria 
Martlet also 
had solid) at. 
tractions, She 
was good. 
looking, in =a 
sort of  sub- 
stantial way, 
weighed 
rather a larger 
number of 
pounds than 
is usually al- 
lowed to a he- 
roine by u 
date nove 
and had a use- 
ful pair of foot 
that were not 
too small in 
pare ren to 

er otherwise 
symmetricil 
form ; she was 
slightly sensi- 
tive about these feet, as subsequent events proved. 

Sarah Maria Martlet was the only daughter of the late lamented 
Mr. John Martlet, whom his daughter always alluded to as having 
been “something in the city,” which something had been some- 
thing not wholly unconnected with hides and hoofs, and necessi- 
tated a place of business in the vicinity of Smithfield. 

Miss Martlet hated to be reminded of the manner in which her 
father's money had been made, which was the main reason for the 
tone of haughty reserve she had lately assumed towards Mr. Peter 
Matthew Somerton, an enterprising youth who had purchased her 
late father’s business, and who was showing much aptitude there- 
fore. Kora time she had inclined favourably towards Peter M. S.’s 
flattering attention. But that time was past. 

George Montmorency had appeared on the sunshiny scene by the 
seashore, and had aroused all the latent aristocratic aspirations 
which lay deep down in the soul of Sarah M. Martlet. 

For George Montmorency was the name of the attractive youth 
with the engag- 
ing smile and 
the attractive 
moustache. 

And Sarah 
Maria = Martlet 
had come to the 
conclusion that 
she could not be 
happy unless she 
allowed George 
Montmorency to 
call her his 
“ownest own.” 

But, in an evil 
hour, George 
Montmorency 
bought a Kodak 
with a book of 
instructions, 

It was the 
first fatal step 
towards his ruin. 

he second 
step was the re- 
solution that he 
would make the 
lovely form of 
Sarah M, Martlet 
the central figure 
of the tirst pic- 
ture he should 


Adjusted his apparatus, 


Leaned together over the porcelain baths, 


take, 

The proud and lovely Sarah felt fluttered and flattered. 

The misguided and doomed youth posed the Indy in a graceful 
attitude on the sandy beach, pe luatedt his apparatus, and the click 
of the instantaneous shutter told that Sarah's positive charms were 
now perpetuated in a negative way, When four plates had been 
secured, the pair retired to the dark room provided at the hotel for 
amateur photographers, 

They were alone. They leaned together over the porcelain baths 
and slowly waved the developer over the sensitised plates. 1t was 
then George Montmorency, in 1 moment of joy, whispered that he 
loved Sarah M. Martlet, and she softly leaned her head upon his 
shoulder, and whispered her sweet confession with a blush. 

Photographic work demands patience. Developing, fixing, 
washing, drying and painting cannot be done ina moment, and it 
was therefore twenty-four hours ere George Montmorency could 
by before Surah Maria Martlet the results of his experiment in 
the art. 

A lady friend, who loved Miss Martlet with that peculiar 
love which ladies so often bestow upon one another, was in 
her = company 
when George 

Montmorency 
called. Misa 
Martlet asked to 
see the photo- 
graphs, George - 

Montmorency 
pretended that 
they were not 
nice. He would 
take others, 


sisted. They were 
produced. In 
the attitude as- 
sumed by Miss 
Martlet her feet 
had been pro- 
jected too much 
nto the fore- 
round. Her 
yots obscured 
the other fea- 
tures of the 
landscape. 

Miss Martlet’s 
friend said, 
“ How nice!” 

Miss Martlet 
was wounded in 
her most sensi 
tive spot. 

Miss Martlet and her friend now never speak as they pass by, 
George Montmoreney will have an opportunity of sending a present 
on the oceasion of Miss MartleUs marriage to Mr. Peter Matthew 
Somerton, Which comes oll shortly. 


“How meet? 


TAM, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, November 18, 1893, 


“George seemed nuwilling to 9-\, 
me to marry, so I have proposel 1. 
him. He has accepted, and I am +, 
give him an engagement ring, Gis 
biz., isn’t it 2" —Letraet from Letier of 
Youny Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A, SLOPER.—LOBENGULA. 


BUSINESS !S BUSINESS. 
Swell. Very well, 1 shall give you one sovereign, becanse 
of your beautiful eyes, 
Stallhulder, 1 have two eyes, sir! 


FORCE OF HABIT. 
Amateur Conjurer, Now, will you lew me half a crown, sir! 
Visitor, With pleasure, sir; but what per cent. ? what per cent, ? 


Husband, My dear, why dress +» expensively? T can 
wimire you in the simplest costume, 
Wye. 1 know you woubli, but other men woukl not. 


©e* Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
wf her Jriends whore portraits have not yet been inserted 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. “4 = 


A. Soren has done the State some service, and in all probability he will he 
elevated to the Peerage—(1) A corunet is not the most comfortable thing for 
general wear, but A. SLOPER would persistently don it in order to give tone to the 
“HALP-HoLipay.” The Eminent will begin by informing the State that the defeat 
and flight of Lobengula is entirely due to him, “ Look here,” sail he, “will you let 
me settle this savage?” “ You!" cried Sir Henry Loch, “Pooh !" vociferated Cecil 


my throne? Male entirely of missionary bones, T assure you!" “Indeed! Very 
pretty. You mwle sume enemies your fuotstool, 1 perceive. That is a remarkally 
fine skull under your feet.” © Ah,” said Lobengula, sticking his toe in an eye socket, 
tossing the skull in the air, and cleverly catching it, * now, this was a bishop—thy 
Kishop of Kum-ti-foo.” “ Heavens!" yasped the other, aside, * what till Gilbert say!” 
Then to the king, “I think, then, it will please you to know that Tam oue of a band 


No. 313.—Miss Janrr Witwor, 


“A fairer maid ne’er grace the boaris.” — The Dook Snonk, 
“ The true embodiment of female loveliness.” —Lord Loh, 
“Alas! I dare not tell her of my love.” —Th Hon, Billy. 


(1) While this gentleman was knocking at the 
dilder's door, 


Rhodes, “ All right,” eaid A. SLOVER, “I'll do it on my own hook.” A day or two 
later a missionary might have been observed approaching Buluwayo bearing on his 
shoulder what appeared to be a photographic apparatus,— (2) Leaving the same in 
the shade of » mimosa bush, he entered the king's kraal._—(3) “ Yon are indeed 
welcome,” said Lobengula, smiling, “You have arrived at the right time; I have 
not yet dined.” “ You are kind,” repliel the Rev. ALEXANDER SLOVER, for “twas 
he, “fer, verily, I feel somewhat peckish.”  “M'yea, but you don't quite follow me,” 


raid the kiny, signing to an attendant to set the missionary pot on the boi 
rot 


that you will serve up well with a little melted butter and a 
are partial to missionary, then ?” inquired the Rev. ALEX VND 
thing cle when I can get Lim,” replied the monarch, * by-the-by, ho 


THE ELDER HASTY. 


(2) The Ekler “skyrocketed " ont 


of fifty holy men sent by the Peace Socicty to lewl you to the right path.” “Ha! 
where are they?” “Not a mile from here, waiting for my return.” “ Boys!" crit 
Lobengula, with hunger in his eye, tu his soldiers, “follow me !"——«4) And away 
he ran in the direction indicated by A. SLOPER, followed by the whole of the Mata- 
beles.——(5) Then was the time for action. Rushing to his photographic apparatus, 
A. SLOPKR stripped off the sham coveriny, disclosing a Maxim gun of his own inven- 
tion, The next moment the F.O.M. was firing with all his might into the runnin’ 
troops who, not understanding why they were following their leader, thought it wis 
a retreat, aud that they were being attacked in the rear by the British. The panic 
xpread even to Lobengula, and asvon the entire host was in wild retreat; and that 1s 
how the one and only Eminent won the battle of Buluwaya, 


(3) And said, “Noo, then, sonnie, whet do ye want, ye scone-faced reptile?” Ta mak’ ye & 
Shorter Catechism,” repliod the reptile, 


present o' a new 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG 
a e 
Come along, boys and girls, come along, I've got something very tasty for you this week, early date:—The dynamite explodes, and—well— > 5 : 
fee you're all on the tip-toe of expectation, so LE will be kind, and get to business at once, se it appears, al uite the best of recent a eh en ean 
without further preliminaries. Onward :— Zhe poor consumer, he's the man Whom both are robbing really too absurd.—Yhere you are, my nobles, that’s ail I'm able to show you this. week “Don't ay 
all they can:—Tt avema no breach of promise law Cantouch the Sultan of dohore :— Twill not bevery ve disappointed you in any way, | beg. or your ingratitude might be seriously taken’ to heart by 
lung, ‘tes said, Lefore this ancient custom's dead :—Let’s hope this ror will terminate In quict atan your old and trusty pil—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, : uf 


DISPLACED. 


“What! going to throw those lovely creatures away ? 
Youu better leave them with me, and cet in seme Onsons 5 
we ve had a run ou stewed rabbit lately.” 


lis Wife. What! my cake not nice? Nonsense ; it’s alt 
your fancy. Lirten to what the Cookery Look says: * This 
cake, when properly made ds the most delicious known 1" 


Graticman, But T pave ven a penny Inst week. What de “To you know, dear, when T wae ort this afternaon, Thompson was eo drnnk he fell off the box into the “Do you want a sharp young man in this office?” “Yes; 
yeu do with your moncy ? carriage,” © Tut, tut! That man never can keep his place,” but we like ‘ew bollow-yrowel here,” ie 


“Pt ae eee ee WE -«a2ere = »- 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
THE DAY APPROACHES, 


Yrs, there is not the slightest doubt about it: we are right-down 
determined to break all standing records this year with our 
Christmas Number— 
and don't you forget 
f it, either, For the last 
three months have we 
been sweating, swear- 
ing,and slaving at our 
task, and with what 
result you will see for 
yourselves in a fort- 
night's time. We, of 
course, await your ver- 
dict; but not with 
anxiety, mind. We 
know quite as well 
what it will be as we 
do that we are still 
alive. If we do not 
receive a testimonial 
from all the crowned 
and uncrowned heads 
in Europe we shall be 
disappointed. The 
attractions are, of 
course, 28 numerous as 
ever, Rollicking fun 
abounds on every 
page,and the music— 
well, if “A Christmas 
Lullaby,” by Ivan 
Caryll, words by G. R. 
Sima, does not raise 
the hair of the uni- 
verse, it will not be because it is not appreciated. Everybody 
must like it, and everybods—whether deaf, dumb, blind, or halt— 
will sing it. So liven up your newsagent. Don't go mooning on 
till the day of publication—* First come, first served” is our 
motto, Itis probable that the first orders alone will run through 
about four editions, ee 

s 


By the death of Sir Andrew Clark, England has lost its greatest 
physician, humanity one of its most needed and kindest friends. 
Numerous as are the stories told of the illustrious doctor’s generous 
kindnesses, the world will never know the full measure of them, 
for if ever a man did good by stealth and blushed to find it fame, 
it was this kindly and sympathetic physician whose loss we so 
deeply deplore. oe 

s 


Christmas Larks! (the title of the Yule Tide number of the 
world's greatest ha'p'orth) is the tirst of important Christmas pub- 
lications to make its appear. 
ance. It is being rushed for— MOOD, 
absolutely rushed for. Its eee 
kixteen pages are crammed 
full of seasonable stories, 
verses, jokes, and pictures, 
including “The Ghost of 
Aubrey Towers,” a regular 
Christmas thriller, by H. T. 
Johnson, ane a whicke mge 
cartoon, “The Banditti’s 
Christmas Dinner,” caleu- 
lated to make you laust till 
Twelfth Night. The price of 
the marvellous production is 
one penny only. All book- 
stalls and stationers keep it, 
or it will be sent post free 
from “99" for lad. Hurry 
up, boys and girls, Christmas j 
Larks! isa fair knock out. 


Dear, dear? how the time 
flies! The twenty-tifth of 
December isn't so far olf 
now, and already the shop- 
windows are blossoming 
forth into Yule-Tide nicies, 
Christmas cardsand crackers, 
No good Sloperite purchasing 
the latter should neglect to 
ask for a Tom Smith's “Mrs. Sloper’s Bonnet-Rox.” 


4 Most 
amusingly got ul it holds a dozen crackers, containing articles 


appertaining to Mrs. Sloper's wardrobe—nightcaps, bonnets, babies’ 
caps, feeding-bottles, etc., together with Sloperian riddles in place 
of the usual love-mottoes, They are really most laughable, and no 
Christinas party should be without ‘em. 

s 


s 
Ir is not true that Cousin Evelina’s series of articles on “The 
Etiquette of Courtship” will shortly appear in Larke! That 
champion ha'penny comic has too many good things on hand to 
accept schoolgirl essays, Larks! is a really giaut production, 
isn't it? oe 
s 


THE Highways Committee of the London County Council have 
been busy recently with the Removal of Gates in London Streets, 
A. SLOPER says, a8 long as they leave the lampposts he'll manage to 
rub along somehow. ee 

s 


HAVING procured the Prince of Wales’s Theatre for a short 
season, George Edwardes has at length produced his long-promirsed 
Gaiety Girl— 
and a alap-up 
girl she 1, too, 
and no mistake, 
Smart, stylish, 
and witty, no 
one can look 
upon her with 
anything — but 
admiration. 
But, speaking 
seriously, A 
Gaicty Girl ia 
a long way 
above the aver- 
age of musical 
comedy. both 
in witticisms 
and music, the 
latter bein 
both bright and 
tuneful. Every- 
thing points to 
its = becoming 
one of the suc- 
cesses of the 
winter season, 
George Ed- 
wardes is indeed 
a lucky man; 
with two such 
pieces as Jon 
Juanand .t Gaiety Girl at present running in London. Among 
the company engaged, Hayden Coftin, Harry Monkhouse, Eric 
Lewis, Fred Kaye, Decima Moore, and Lottie Venne scem to be 
the bright particular stars, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


It is not often that A. SLOPER pays a visit to the Palace Theatre 
of Varieties, there seems to be such 2 number of inconveniences as- 
sociated with 
the house. 
First. there 
are the pri- 
vate boxes he 
objects to, So 
would anyone 
with an aver- 
nge amount of 
decency. Then 
there is the 
absence of re- 
freshment 
bars in the 
auditorium. 
That troubles 
him consider. 
ably. But the 
other evening, 
having scat- 
tered all preju- 
dices to the 
wind, at any 
mate for the 
time being, 
and having 
laid in a stock 
of “* Unsweet- 
ened,” — sufti- 
cient to last, 
at least, for oA 
half an hour, he did inanage to pay a friendly visit there, And he 
does not regret it either. In spite of all drawbacks, the enter- 
tainment is good all round, and ALLY has no hesitation in recom- 
mending his patrons to pay the Palace a visit. 


= 
WE think it only right to deny the statement that Lord Bob has 
been advertising in “ Quips’ Matrimonial Agency.” The editor of 
that mammoth ha’porth says, knowing his igre | as he does, he 
wouldn't have taken the ad.; whilst Tootsie—well, only let her 
catch hiin at it, that's all! ae 

z 
THE Mildewed Mace Bearer has this day been pleased to confer 
the * Award of Merit” upon G. R, TYLER, because he's the New 
Lord Mayor, “¥eyther,” chortled the Azure-Orbed Chaplain, 
“it’s precious lucky for you you've got some means of conciliatin’ 
the chief magistrit, otherwise, when you're hauled up at the Guild- 
hall, charged with riotus conduct and assorltin’ of the perlice, 
you might cop it pretty warm.” But at this stage the Eminent let 
tly with his off-side boot, and it was Alexandry who experienced 

the sultry sensation, *,° 


NOVEMBER fogs are proverbial. They are one of the most 
prominent characteristics of our climate besides providing a 
delightful excuse for 
grumbling, without 
which no Englishman 
can be truly happy. 
Look, too, what a 
really splendid excuse 
it gives you for turn- 
ing up late in the 
morning; trains al- 
ways indulge in nu- 
merous vagaries on 
foggy days, and—well, 
there's no knowing 
how long the delay 
may have been. Fog, 
too, is a great bene- 
factor to the burglar 
and the pickpocket, 
and the cabman, too, 
feels himself fully jus- 
tified in charging 
double fare. Unfor- 
tunately, fog is liable 
to affect respectable 
elderly citizens some- 
what unpleasantly. It 
is not nice to see the 
father of eight grown- 
up sons and daughters 
stumble over the door- 
mat and_ hiccough, 
“$'sh all ri‘, m’dearsh ; . 
only fogsh got down throatsh ; very badsh in City.” There isa 
limit even to a decent lie. 2 

s 


THIS coal strike is beginning to affect some of England's greatest 
industries. The hot baked potato man, at the corner of Mildew 
Court Gardens, has given notice to the nobility and gentry of the 
neighbourhood that he is at Inst reluctantly compelled to double 
normal prices, It’s really getting scrious, isn’t it? 


s 
THE burlesquing of the Sultan of Turkey in Don Juan at the 
Gaiety has Ted to a protest from the Turkish Embassy. What 
bosh! How extremely sensitive are these Eastern dignitaries. 
But, still, this unwarranted interference has answered some good 
purpose. The “ House Full” boards are out every nizht at the 
Gaiety, and Don Juan is now the most popular piece in London, 


= 
IT was meet that such a fully recognized and eminent authority 
on “tarts"'as A. SLOPER should have been invited to the opening 
ceremony of the Confectioners’, Grocers’, Pastrycooks'’.and Biscuit 
Manufacturers’ Exhibition, which successfully held the boards at 
the Agricultural Hall from the 4th to the 11th inst. The Eminent 


was very pleased with the show altogether, and the tasting stalls 
—particularly thatat which Hildebrand’s delicious chocolates were 
given away—afforded him much delight. We understand that 
this isthe first time the above allied trades have held a genuine 
competitive exhibition. It ought to become an annual fixture, 


[Saturday, November 18, 1893. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs. 


A OALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING 25TH NOVEMBER, 1593 
+ : 
19th November, 1703.—The Man in the Iron Mask, a < 
prisoner in France, so named froma black velvet rrisk whic} 
wore for the sper thres years that he was contined, died 1, 
above date. Masks were ordinary articles of female 

England previous to the reign of Queen Elizabeth. The «| 
mask, covering the entire face, was held between the te 1 
means of a round bead fastened on the inside. White halfenisy 
with chin-cloths, were in fashion as late as the Commonweaiti, . 


re WAvTAMMAS DRA 1 
20th November, 1880.—An engine on the Midland |: 
way, near Arleston, this day ran into the Meynell hounds w!;)),. 
full cry across the line. ates 


21st N iis 
ovember, 1859.—The will of George He PE 

dated this day, and “was proved by Mary Abe. Evan Te i 

executrix, the personal estate being sworn under £200, ” re 


OOO Ee 
22nd November, 1787.—This day a severe contest «; 


on 
COstuny 


decided in Stepney Fields between Savage and Doyle Tom Ju! 
son seconded Savage, and Ryan his cOMALEV EGE. Date ae 


defeated, and Ryan, in a rage, challenged Johnson, who ; 
Johnson’ made over £5000 by his fights, but lost it all by peal ty as 


Se ae ee 

23rd November, 100.—St. Clement was martyred this. 
It was formerly a custom in Worcestershire for boys, and . 
grown men, to collect together ina body, and go from hous 1, 
house, and at the door of each house to recite or chant the follow 
ing lines : * 


“Catherine and Clement, be here, be here ; 
Some of your apples and some of your,bevr 3 
Some for Peter, and some for Paul, 

And some for Him that made us all. 
Clement was a good old man; 

For his sake give us some, 

Not of the worst, but some of the best, 

And God will scud you a good night's rest.” 


Oe 
24th November, 1889.—A newspaper of this date =. 1 
“There is wailing and lamentation among the ofticers and non. : 
commissioned officers of the 24th Dragoons, now stationed at Dir; un 
They awoke one morning to find that fifty of the regiment: 
chargers had been denuded of their tails. The investigation inst). 
tuted into the affair has led to the suspicion that several troopers, t 
desirous of raising a little money for their amusements, had Clipped 
off the horsehair and sold it. The colonel and his subordinates «11: t 
much exercised in their minds as to the poor show which the corps } 
will make at the next review, and the fate of the unlucky charzer. ‘ 
thus distigured has yet to be decided upon. They may be train-. 
ferred to the ‘auxiliary forces,’ in which case they will have to he r 
replaced by horses which will peanire special training, or possil|\, 
if their condition is not regarded as quite desperate, they may |: 


retained, in the fervent hupe that their tails may assume decent ] 
proportions ere very long. As for the offenders, if they be «is. s 
covered they will have rendered themselves linble to many years of e 


hard labour. Meanwhile, this new kind of ‘ Rape of the Lock’ hi: i 


created a very unpleasant sensation at Dinan." , 
a ‘ 
25th November, 1889.—A remarkable marriage took plc | 
this day at Katon Bray, « village near Dunstable, the bridegroom, I 
a labourer named Joseph Room, aged fifty years, who had been 1 h 
widower twelve years, being united at the parish church to Maria u 
Dyer, aged eighty-six years, who had beena widow thirty-six years, 
The Rev. J. H. , the vicar, officiated in the presence of a lar: t 
assembly of villagers. The bridegroom had taken his bride out of b 
the Leighton Buzzard Workhouse. The happy pair, on leaving th: 
church, had to encounter a heavy fusillade of rice. i 
at 
NOT EXACTLY PATERNAL LOVE. u 
I ASKED ALLY SLOPER, Esquire. 
What impelled him to wai and to weep, r 
And to brood all day long by the tire 
In distress and dejection so deep. ‘ 
And he answered, “ These tear-torrents run, % 
And deep into despondency sink L 
Hy good spirits, because my poor son 
lexandry has taken to drink |” ' 


Then I marvelled to find that such tender li 
Regard for his boy he could feel, : 
And my praises to him I did render 
For being concerned for the weal i 


Of his offspring to such an extent : “ 
“It's sublime of you, ALLY, I think— 

Yer, most kind of you—thus to lament r 
Or your son's having taken to drink !" ' p 

Then uprose ALLY SLOPER, Esquire, st 
From his seat, and indignantly shot in 


A wild glare from his optics of tire, 
Saying, * Talk not such imbecile rot! 
It is merely because he’s begun 


To cajole all my gin-buying chink fo 

From his ma, that I'm down on my son ui 

Alexandry for taking to drink !’ 1! 

A BOW STREET INCIDENT. fk 

“My good woman,” argued the worthy magistrate, “you <1¥ ti 
that the prisoner made love to your daughter. What leads youto « 
that conclusion?” y 
“Shure, y'r honour, she tould me go hersilf, y'r honour.” te 
“Possibly, but what she told you is not evidence. You mist i 


only tell what you know to be of your own personal knowled=: 
Did you hear him making love to her?” 

* Not exactly, sorr.” 

“ Did you ever see him kiss her?” 

“ Divil the wanst, y'r honour, Let me gee the loikes av that. 
sorry the bone he'd have in hia body, barrin’ the wans that wo 
broke, sorr.” 

“ How do you know he made love to her, then 2?” 

“ Don't ye see f'r yerailf, y'r honour, that the besth parrt of ly 
tathe are missin’, sorr?" 

“Well; but what has that to do with it?” 

“That's the wairk of Tirince O’ Hooligan, y'r honour, Tt wos 
Callahan's wake, down to Sarrdinin Shtreet. sorr, as he'll ull}: 
himself, if he's th’ gintleman his faither was before him, [1 wer! 
say, sorr, that the crathur hadn't got into his head, y'r honour, !" 
sure, he was full av the xame to th’ very eyes av him, sorr, an’ | 
that s:ine token ye'll know, sorr, that Mary Ann spilled her tie 
by the loikes ava chair-leg that was flyin’ about in the hand- 
Tirince O' Hooligan, sorr, when she intered th’ room, an’ there We 
have it, y’r honour, as plain as the bhile on the ind of my ou! 
sow's back. And now, y'r honour, if he didn't loike th’ gerrel.u! 
intind to marry her, phwhoi did he behave like  swateheart ats 
intoirely, sorr, by puttin’ the weight of his fist upon her. } 
honour? Oh, sorr, ye know as will as Oi dew it’s a brache of | '" 
mise, y’r honour, 2 beautiful. brache, an’ Mary Aun, the |: 
shwate gerrel, will doie wid a broken harte, sorr, anliss yr hen 
—the koind soul that ye are !—takes pity on th’ colleen, aw’ ne 
the blaygyard aither marry her or resthore the tathe at his 0°" 
xpinse, sorr!” 


Every Wednesday. Twopence.- 


JUDY. 


JUST OUT. ONE SHILLING. 


“IN SOCIETY.” 


The Round Table Annual for 1804. 


Saturday, November 18, 1893. } 
AS HARD AS-—A. B. C. 


(A SONG OF SLAVERY). 


There was quite a riot at the shareholders’ meeting of the Aerated Breal Com- 
» when it was propose:l to raise the so-called “ wages” of the tea girls.) 


© ca I'm only an A. B.C. girl— 
Lyons @lnsege C A bustling, black-frocked 
; 
C nadeod J Jn an ) tlave, 
4.8.C ¢ /_/ A seldom-if-ever-free girl, 


Te 


A mere cork upon Mam- 
mon's Wave, 
A forbidden-to-take-a-fee girl 
(Not that for “tips” JZ 
crave). 


Cnorvs, 
Though the Lk state 
That the dividend’s great 
1n.our popular companee, 
It gets in a rage 
Ata “living wage 
For us girls of the A, B.C, 


Yea, we're non-living -wago 
A. B. C. girls, 
Who courtesy e'’er must 


show; 
Prim and trim tending tea 


girls, 
Who must never be tired or 
slow; 
From morn-to-night-busy-bee 
girls, 
At eight shillings a week or 80, 
Cuorvs—For though papers state, etc. 


——_—_.—__—— 


DUCKIE’S REPLY. 

« THEN you will give me no hope ?—no—nv small crumb of com- 
{ort to cheer me through the long years tu be?” asked the young 
nan, despairingly, as he rose from the carpet and brushed the dust 
carelessly from his trousers knees. 

Duckie Montmorency turned awa im posieutly. 

~ Not a blooming sniff!" she said, coldly. 

Alberto breathed a ber pape? wa sigh. The words, sitnple 
though they were, seemed to strike a dull chill into his heart. For 
he loved her—loved her with all the passionate fervour of an adver- 
tisement canvasser's affection for Scotch whisky. Unhappy wretch, 
his daged senses could hardly realize what life would be like with- 
out Duckie and her thirty bob; the thirty bob paid her by aliberal 
management fora similar exhibition of her charms, in the front 
row of the chorus at the Flippity. 

But she had refused him. There was no getting away from that, 
All the wealth he had 
lavished upon tripe and 
oyster suppers, 
chocolates, and 
dants! Vain, all in vain. 
Now, now when he 
cliimed the reward of all 
his devotion, had asked 
ler to be his br-ride, she 
had spurned him, and as 
the strong man_ reeled 
towards the door, ke knew 
that life henceforth would 
be but a hideous mockery. 

A quarter of an hour 
liter the stricken wretch 
stigwered into the grill 
rvom at the Blue Ship. 

“Roast pork — and 
plenty of crackling, 
mind,” he said to the 
waiter, “and bring me 
a yen and ink and paper, I want to write a note while I’m waiting.” 

Half an hour after that a messenger from the Blue Ship handed 
Duckie the following note : 

FAITHLESS GIRL,—Your refusal is more than 1 can bear. 
Vuless I receive a retraction of it by bearer, the adjacent railway 
line will be the death scene of Your distracted ~ ALBERTO.” 


That gentleman was just finishing up with a Welsh rarebit and 
ss of port, when the man brought back the reply. He tore it 
gerly open and : 
“OLD Boy,—Snuff it by all means if you fecl inclined, but if you 
really want me to think well of you, make a will in my favour and 
put 2 copy of ‘ALLY SLOPER’ in your pocket before the deed. 
One hundred and fifty quid would be particularly appreciated just 
now by Duck1E MONTMORENCY,” 


A FISH STORY. 

TNE Professor of Veracity belonging to this office was holding 
forth the other day upon the events which had occurred to him 
tas his holiday. “ By-the-by,” he observed, “I had no idea 
that fish were possessed of so much reason as they are. I was 
fishing off the Britannia Pier at Yarmouth and I caught a small 
poulieg: which on closer inspection I found to be suffering from a 
‘ungoid disease which covered his eyes. 1 brushed the accumula- 
tions away so that he could see, and then threw him back into the 
water, and do you know, gentlemen, that fish came again every 
Monday that I was there, and allowed himeelf to be caught in order 
tu have his eyes attended to? You'd hardly believe it, would 
youl” Chorus—“No!t!” 

a tee ee 
GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
VENNIE MILLIA, 


WHEN, on the drink-fiend’s hurry- 
ing sledge, 
A.SLOPER reached Perdition's edge, 
We got the scamp to sign the pledge, 
And, with remorse, he stated 
That his poor heart was grieved and 
sore 
To think his past carousing o'er, 
And that through life he nevermore 
Would get intoxicated. 


To nobly hold himself aloof 
From underneath the tavern’s roof, 
And ‘gainst the drink to still keep 
proof, 
He nightly ambulated 
To music-halls, and heard the 


Peformanees, and, for a time, 
He, faithful to his vow sublime, 
Ne'er got intoxicated, 


But, when he to the “Friv.” re- 
paired, 
At one fair form he spell-bound 


sta ; 
Then, Pi ibects he landed home, he 
a y 
“Bring forth my celebrated 
‘Unewretened,’ and I'll break T. 
! 


Ima as well caroure and spree, 
Since with Misa Millia’s charms be 
For aye INTOXICATED!” 


ewes ek a ee | i 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_—— 


6 Putney BRIDGE ParaDE, Lonpoy, S.W., 
November 8th, 1893. 

DEAR SLOPER,—You caused some amusement at Billingsgate this 
morning, and I think youought to be acquainted of the fact. SLOPER, 
on entering the market, received from your humble servant and 
Messrs. Thompson and Buckeridge(the eel merchants), and hundreds 
of others, a hearty good cheer—in fact, quite an ovation. On his 
return journey he received sufticient fish to supply half the hospitals 
in London. How it was delivered to General SLOPER I'm not dis- 
posed to say, but I must certainly thank you for our little hour's 
mevriment this morning. Yours truly, MAT, KENNALLY. 


_ eo 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 192.—He Gives His READEKs AN IMPORTANT WARNING, 
WHEN chill November's surly blast 
Made fields and forests bare, 
A. SLOPER’s breath came thick and fast, 
A. SLOPER tore his hair. 
His face was haggard, pees and thin, 
he sweat was on his brow, 
And when his wondering wife came in, 
She said, “ What ails ye now?” 


* All hail, all hail, my winsome mate, 
Thy timely counsel give ! 

For ina dire and doleful state 
Of wretchedness I live. 

A great grey horror on my chest 

z Like seventeen nightmares sits, 

And chills the what’s-this in my breast, 

And knocks me into fits.” 


Then showed he to her startled gaze 
The proofs upon his desk 
Of all the soulful odes and lays, 
And ip hoghee picturesque, 
And _all the yarns and jokes so droll 
With which, in bounden duty, 
He meant to make his “CuristmMas HOL- 
Days” a thing of beauty. 


“ But surely these should make you glad,” 
The Waistrel’s wife did cry. 

“ Now nay. my love, they've turned me sad, 
And I'll inform you why : 

My Christmas matter's all so bright, 
That much I fear its brilliance 

Will fall upon the dazzled sight 
Of England's anxious millions 

In such a way that they will die 
Upon the si with wonder ; 

And then for wholesnle murder i 
Will get arraigued, by thunder!” 

The dame confersed her spouse was right 
To entertain a dread 

That such a radiant sight might smite 
Each dazed beholder dead. 

But by her woman's wit ere long 
She quelled her husband's sighs : 

“Just get your bard to write a song, 
And tell folks on their eyes 

To keep a watch, ‘twixt East and West, 
When into every town 

You send your Christinus Number—lest 
Its brilliance knock them down !” 


TWoOPENCE. 


ALLY SLOPER'’S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 
ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED. 


A CHARMING SONG, 


“A CHRISTMAS LULLABY,” 
Specially composed by IVAN CARYLL, 
The words by GEORGE R, Sims. 


AND A DOUBLE-PaGE PLATE, BY W. F. THOMAS 
measuring 22in. x 15in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A CARTOON, BY W. F. THOMAS, 
CHRISTMAS GREBDTINGS, 


AND a LARGE DRAWING, BY HAL LUDLOW, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 
(Representing Tvotsic's Shirt org with SLOPER'S Limelight 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
never before published, 
TWoOPENCE. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, LONDON, E.C. 


“THE DAY OF SMALL THINGS.” 


(AT a recent inquest, the coroner pointed out the importance of immediate 
attention to apparently trivial injuries.) 
ONLY a hurt that is slight and small— 
An ankle wrenched by a sudden fall, 
A scratch from a nail ona dark room's wall, 
Or the claw of a playful cat. 
Only a hurt that a babe would dare 
To risk, and, when suffered, would bravely bear: 
And you tell yourself that no jot you care 
For a tritling mishap like that, 


Only a hurt that you need not mind: 

A wound you flatly refuse to bind, 

Or bathe, or salve, as your friends (more kind 
To yourself than yourself) desire. 

Only a hurt that you laugh to see: 

But a poison mixed with your blood may be, 

Which, allowed to wander unchecked and free, 
May make you in pain expire ! 


Only 2 hurt whence no pangs you feel— 
Only a hurt which may quickly heal 
But it's better far with that hurt to deal 
As your friends and your sense advise. 
Only a hurt—but how oft the throes 
That accrue from a trifling mischance disclose 
What tortures may wait upon earth for those 
Who “the day of small things despise” ! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 
THE Proper Wine to Drink on the occasion of McNab's Funeral : 
Elder-bury wine. 
SLOPER says he has noconnection with “home-brood ale.” The 
only beverage he allows his home brood to indulge in is cold water. 
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SMYTHE. 
(A Story oy MepL&vaL T1MEs.) 
——— 
CHAPTER IL. 

As John de Smythe approached the portcullis to leave the outer 
gate, he was suddenly interrupted by the appearance of a lady, who 
hastily ap- 
ponete ; = 
bin, ri 

“Whither i a é 
“way fo 
early, good 
cousin, and 
unmount. 


ever, 
cousin,” 
said the 
youth. 

“ Leaving 
the castle 
for ever!” 
said the 
lady, as she 
clasped her 
hands over 
her heart; 
“and leav- 
ing me?” 

“Yea, and 
leaving 
even thee! 

id the 


“Why should you not mean that?” said John De Smythe, 
eagerly. “You must have known that I loved you—have always 
loved you, 
though T have 
not spoken the 
words,” 

“It is eo 
sudden, John.” 
said the 
maiden, 

“Yes; but 
it must be 
sudden if it’s 
to beat all. If 
vou are to 
know that 1 
have loved 
you, you must 

how now, as 
I am leaving 
the castle.” 

“Oh, John! 
why should 
you leave the 
castle?" 

“Because I 
am sick of it— 
sick of all that 
surrounds itor 
is in it—except 
of thee. And 
of thee I shall 
never cease to 
think. Say you 
love me.” 
“Oh, John! 
1 do love you, truly ; but you are going away from me.” 

“Tam going away to push iny fortune, Elfrida—to do something 
in the world that will enable me to come back to claim you.” 

“To push your fortune? Wilt thou to the wars?” 

“The wars, good lack! and perchance come back a battered 
wreck, without a leg or an arm, or it may be both. Not I, i'faith.” 

“Then, what else can you be in these days? You must remember 
you area De Smythe. You will not go into trade.” 

“Why not? ‘Tis a silly prejudice that exists.” 

“ A prejudice?” 

“ Ay, a prejudice. It is surely better to wax wealthy by some 
useful business than to starve to death as au aristucrat.” 

“ But a trade!” 

“ Ay, even a trade.” 

“Oh, it is awful!” 

“My love, there is nothing awful in the matter,” said John De 
Smythe, as he took 
her hand. 

“Unhand me, 
sir!" said the Lady 
Elfrida, and = she 
drew her hand 
scornfully away. 
“Trade!” she con- 
tinued, scornfully. 
“You may forget 
you are a 
Smythe, but 1 can- 
not forget the fact 
that Iam one. I 
shall never be a 
tradesman's _ bride. 
Go, sir, go! I shall 
endeavour to forget 
you, and you had 
better forget me. 
Farewell!’ 

“ Farewell ; and it 
is thus we part.” 

“Twouk have 
been better that we 
had never met.” 

“True; but hav- 
ing met, we must 
pert and I trow 1 
would have pre- 
ferred a different 
parting. Farewell 
proud maiden, t 
shall never forget, 
I trust, that Iam a De Smythe, whatever I may become.” 

And with a sad, long, lingering look, the youth turned away from 
the scornful beauty.—( Zo be continued nest week.) 


“Whither away ?” 


From the wars. 
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WAS 


IT COMPLIMENTARY P 


THE “F.OS."” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 334.—Mk. AUGUSTIN DALY, F.OS, 

“Isa Yankee. Born and bred. Well bred, too, A thorongh- 
bred, in fact. Has been stave struck since he was ten years of 
age. And still lives. Knows as much about life behind the 
scenes ax Inost men, and more than many, Has been there hime 
self, Lut has never fallen in love with the prettiest chorus 
girls. Likes a pretty face. At a distance generally, Thinks 
distance lends enchantment to the view. Is therefore short- 
sighted. At times, Has rarcly male a mistake in his life. Only 
once. Drank some water by mistake. This occurred some years 
ayo, Has, ever since, been ailing. Though he don't care for beer as 
arule, Prefers spirits. And money, Once captured astar. Of 
brilliant magnitude, Dazzled all beholders. Thousands tried 
to rob him of his prize, Still retains it. Name A-l-a R-eh-a-n, 
Good business. What do you think ? Is a friend of A.SLOPER's, 
Thongh probably don't know it. Might commit suicide if 
he did. As many have done previously. 5. L. O. 1’, KE. R. is not 
always a name to conjure by, Spells * Unsweetened! And 
booze generally. Chiefly because he is a cute manager he was 


Kose, Mr. Chubhs will propose to you_to-night, uth, 
Ruth, What makes you think so 7 
dose. Ue is already half drunk. 


createl F.OS., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to 
him October zsth, 1893,°—Lebrett dmproved. 


NON-TEETOTAL 
Tuok to the ‘glass’ from the first.” &K 


CEO 


(1) Mr. Twitterby, on a short visit to Crossbones Lolye, finds himself stowel 
away in the “ Haunted Chamber,” owing to the house being fall, “Pooh! Tm not 
nervous ; but I never coud sleep in a strange bel. ter havea light and take a 
look at the book I brought up with me.—(2) “Eh ? What's this? *The Phautoin 
Dynamitard ; or, the Mystery of Ballybang Castle.’ Voor stuff, I daresay. However, 
Til just glance throngh it.—3) “Hullo !—this is interesting, though, ‘As the 
O'Grashus heh! the title deeds in the flame of the taper, which now burned blue, a 
blood-curdling groan and the clank of fetters was heard in the Blood Stain corridor, 
and at the same instant the ponderons oaken door swung slowly open on its hinges, 
aud the shadowy form of the Phantom Dynamitard stuvd before him, With starting 


STETHE-SCOPE FOR IMPROVEMENT. 


F 


\S 


FANCY RA. PORTRAITS. 
No. 16.—Morris, 


LATEST REPORTS. 
An incident of the Fifth. 
Mukat.—Do net dry your powder in the oven, 
———————E 


The inmates of our hospitals object to the sound prociples 
of the students, 


BL 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED, 


London: Priutel at the Causlen Press, 110 High Street, N.W. aud Published Ly the Pruprictor, GI.GENT DALZIEL, at “The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet ‘Street, E.C.—Saturday, November 18, 1893 


(Saturday, November 18, 1893, 


PUTTING IT MILDLY. 
unas enle ms Jist @ shade less ixpression ont), 
countenance, plaze, as ‘tis ouly w quarter plate |, 
afther exphosin’ this tuime. ted. bees 


SLOPERIUS, MAYOR. 
A Lord Mayor's banquet of the past. 


AN EXCITING PASSAGE. 


EA McA 


eyeballs the awe-stricken wretch startel back as the avenzing spectre raises) aloft the 
fatal bub in its bony hand, aud hurled it at the feet of the cowering fratric A 
terrific explosion——'*"——(4) Whizazz! Swissh!—(5) Bana! It wi ‘ 
little time ere Mr. Twitterby's nerves resumed their wonted tone ; and it ws ! 
the next day that he learned that his alarm had been occasioned by a little practic: 
joke on the part of one of his host's cherubs, who had sportively substituted part of i 
unused squib, savel from the previous night's celebration, for the lower half of hi- 
chamber candle, That playful olive branch now prefers a standing attitude at mea! 
times, and Mr. Twitterby is taking out the rest of bis little boliday elsewhere. Let 
us hope he is now having a less lively time of it. 


OLD ESTABLISHED BUSINESS. 


“Wot! Gita new broom?) Garn! Why, the tel 
woulln’t give nuftin if they thort I wasn’t pure, a: 
1 business only yestenlay.” 


a 


